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upon tlie cMldren to the third and fourth generation; a method almost as common and sovereign in German Art, at this day, as the method of steam is in British mechanics; and of which we shall anon have more occasion to speak. In his Preface, Grillparzer endeavours to palliate or deny the fact of Ms being a Scliicksal-Dichter (Fate-Tragedian); but to no purpose; for it is a fact grounded on the testimony of the seven senses: however, we are glad to observe that, with this one trial, he seems to have abandoned the Fate-line, and taken into better, at least into different ones. With regard to the Ahnfrau itself, we may remark that few things struck us so much as this little observation of Count Boro-tin's, occurring in the middle of the dismalest night-thoughts, so unexpectedly, as follows:
BERTHA.
0           *           *           9
Und der Himmel, sternelos, Starrt am leeren AugenhoMen In das ungeheure Grab Schwarz herab !
GEAR
Wie deli docJi die Stunden dehnen t Was ist woJil die Glocke, Bertha ?
BERTHA (is just condoling with him, in these words) :
*            #            *             *
And the "welkin, starless, Glares from empty eye-holes, Black, down on that boundless grave!
COUNT.
How the hours do linger!
What o'clock is't, prithee, Bertha ?
A more delicate turn, we venture to say, is rarely to be met with in tragic dialogue.